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Close Your Eyes 


Author's Notes: 

Just a little one-shot | thought when | saw this picture. Thanks for those who have stuck with me! | am finally 
able to write again after a brief break! (Also, there are so many pics of Duff and Steven together, so why not 
pair them? | think it would be cute.. o///o) 


Protect.  “vyr -™erm ias for... 


"Hey Duf fl" 


| looked up from my baby-my beautiful, pearly-white, four-stringer-to the sound of my name. Steven was 
standing in my bedroom doorway, a bright, glowing smile stretching from ear to ear. He looked like a dog that 
was happy to see its master after he'd been gone all day. | smiled back. 


"Hey, Stevie. What's up?" | said warmly, tuning my bass while looking at him. He was beaming, his mass of 
golden curls stretching towards the ceiling, like a bag of popcorn had exploded on his head. Axl got his nickname 
right, that's for sure. 


"| got something for ya." Stevie said happily, arms behind his back, like he was hiding something. | blinked. What 
brought that on? 


"ok?" | said, puzzled. | wasn't really that big on surprises; something about just not liking the unknown, | guess. 
It wasn't my birthday, or Christmas, so what was the occasion? Damn, | hated suspense. Whenever Axl and 


Slash put on a horror film, | tended to leave the room. Suspense and waiting were not something | enjoyed or 


liked. 


"Is a surprise!" Steven beamed, shifting his weight on his heels like a little boy who was dying to show his dad 
what he made in art class. It was kinda cute, actually. Steven had that boyish charm, the kind that was 


endearing, not annoying. | put my bass next to me on my bed. 


"Ok. What is it?" | asked curiously. | literally had no clue. Maybe a few guesses, but nothing | would bet any 
money on, not that we had any. Maybe he found an extra bottle of vodka lying around, or maybe it was a bag 
of M ¢ M's from the T/Il up the street. Sure beats me. Smiling, he came into the room. 


"You have to close your eyes." He said brightly, never losing that upbeat energy. | stared, my eyebrows raised. 
Really? Now he's just torturing me. Agh! | hated being tortured. | rolled my eyes and smirked, 


"Really, Steven? Come on, just tell me." | sighed playfully. He shook his head, grinning, his curls bouncing from 
side to side. 


"Nope! Close your eyes, Duff!" Steven insisted. | rolled my eyes again and sighed resignedly. 


Ok, ok, fine." | huffed and shut my eyes. My room disappeared. All | saw was darkness. But nothing happened 
for a few seconds. "Ok, now what?" 


Then-it hit me- 


Lips, warm and soft, tasting of cigarettes, beer and chocolate met mine, softly pushing against my mouth, 
requesting entry. They were plush and warm, unlike any other | had ever known. Rippling waves of warmth and 
electricity flowed through me with my blood, and my heart started to race a little. | felt two soft hands plant 


themselves delicately on my shoulders, their touch warm and inviting. How could | say no? 


| opened my mouth, deepening the kiss, my tongue exploring, touching, knowing. His mouth was so delicate, so 
responsive. Our tongues flicked and dance with each other, desiring to taste the other, feeling the passion 


escalate- 


And then it was over. | opened my eyes, hearing my heartbeat in my ears. My bedroom came back into focus 
as a bright heat crept up my face like ivy on a wall. There he was in front of me, with that blinding smile of 
his, gently caressing my cheek with his firm drummer's fingers. Wow.. it felt incredible.. 


He giggled and ran out of the room. Getting the idea, | laughed and leapt after him, chasing him down the hall. 
Little fucker was fast! Eventually | cornered him right outside of Axis closed bedroom door (thank God he was 
out, or he may not have been too happy. Then again, he and Izzy had no room to talk), wrapping my arms 
around his slender, soft waist and squeezing him to me. He squirmed, giggling, trying to break free, but my grip 
was stronger than steel. Hal Serves him right! 


But | wasn't through with him yet. As part of my revenge, | snaked my fingers underneath his shirt and 
started tickling his sides, something | knew made him almost piss himself laughing. And he did laugh, 


hysterically, as | worked my fingers all over his midsection. The sounds he made were so cute. 


"Duff! Duff, stop! | can't breathe! You're killing me!" Steven giggled, his laughter overflowing, trying to wriggle 


free of the hold | had him in. | smiled, dragging him back to my room, still tickling him. 


"Oh no, not after that little stunt you just pulled! You're coming with me, Popcorn!" | smiled evilly, shutting my 
bedroom door. | sat on top of him, kissing his neck, running my fingers through his light curls. His hands 
stroked over my shoulders lightly, almost tickling. | sighed contentedly. 


| rolled off of him, laying back on my bed. He scooted closer, wrapping his arm around my waist. | draped mine 
around his shoulders. | could feel the warmth radiating from him. He was like a space heater. | kissed the top 
of his head. He giggled happily, nuzzling my tummy like a kitten, his curls tickling the exposed skin between the 
waistband of my jeans and the hem of my shirt. | petted his head. He purred. So cute.. 


Ok, maybe | could learn to like surprises if Steven was the one giving them. 


